Later on, there was an incident (related to me by
Maganlalbhai Gandhi),1 which might be regarded as
a sequel to the one I have related above.

The whites were holding a meeting which Kallen-
bach went to attend.2 He was standing on the fringe of
the crowd. He got involved in a discussion, and then
fell out violently with someone there. An Englishman
loves a fight. Whether his arms be flabby or muscular,
his sleeves, so to speak, are always rolled up! "Come
along !" roared that particular Englishman to Kallen-
bach, "Come along! Let's fight it out!" One can
imagine what must have happened then. Kallenbach,
tall and powerful, wrestler, boxer and fighter, challenged
publicly to a fight! He must have stiffened, his face
flushed and hardened, and his eyes glittered.... And then,
one can imagine how a sudden memory must have
brought a revulsion; how his body must have relaxed,
his hands unclenched, and the light of battle died out
from his eyes as he said calmly: "But I am not going to
fight you!"

Think of it! A well-known fighter like Kallen-
bach refusing a public challenge! Not even a coward
would have dared to do it! Kallenbach's refusal elec-
trified all who heard it.

One wonders how many there were in that crowd
who had the insight to realize the courage it must have
taken to behave thus like a 'coward'!

1  Gandhiji's nephew, and co-worker, who headed the Phoenix
party at Shantiniketan.
2  Vide Satyagraha in South Africa, pp.  301-2.
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